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Price One Shilling - 
To the Labouring Poor, Sixpence. 
Thoſe who cannot afford, in theſe hard times, to part 
with a Sixpence for food to the mind, may 
have it from the Author gratis. 
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TREASON!!! 
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NOT TREASON! 


; ALIAS 


THE WEAVERS BUDGET, 


_— = 
BY JAMES.KENNEDY, | J 
— % 
SCOTCH EXILE. 
Groxer Gut the Third, to you I call! 
Slight not Advice in ſeaſon : 
Remember CyuarLEy STUART's Fall— 


Kings can commit High Treaſon ! 


LONDON, f 
Printed for the Author; and ſold by D. I. Eaton, Newgate-ſtreet z 
Smith, Lincoln's-Inn Fields; Burks, Criſpin-Street, Spital- fields ; 
and by all the Patriotic Bookſellers in Town and Country, 
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TO THE READER. i 
—— — — 


Chas'd from my calling to this hackney'd trade, 

By perſecution a poor Poet made— 

Yet favour court not—ſcribble not for fame ; 

To blaſt Oppreſſors is my only aim. . 
With pain I ftarted from a private life ; 

In ſorrow left my Children and my Wife ! 

But though fair Freedom's foes have turn'd me out, 

At every reſting-place I'll wheel about, 

And charge the Villains ! 


See ArrzND1 x, 


. K 


THE EXILE'S REVERIES, 


DEDICATED TO THE SCOURGE OF SCOTLAND 


HARRY DUNDAS. 


The tollowing Verſes were compoſed in a melancholy mood, while the 


Hue and Cry was raiſed againſt the Author, his Perſon deſcribed in the 
New ſ papers, and a Reward offered for his apprehenſion. 


June, 1794- 
To Reekie's Rogues be't underſtood, 
I ſhun their graſp, * for public good!“ 
; See ArrINDIX. 
—  —  — — 


Pexave, while I ſtray the ſhore, 
Trace the wood, or climb the glen, 
Nature's volume turning o'er, 
Shunning ſanguinary men; 
Striving to beguile my care, 
Sooth my grief, improve my time; 
And diſarm the fiend Deſpair ; 
Let me weave a web of rhyme, 


Random feelings of the heart, 
Ravings of a lone Exile, 

Stranger to the rules of art, 
Let me robe in homely ſtyle; 


Sweet - 
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(4) 
Sweet the birds around me ſing, 
Fair the flow'rs around me blow ; 


Conſcience wears no guilty ſting— 
Why, then, droop the child of woe ? 


Here no rotten-hearted Spy, 
Spider like, the ſnare extends; 
Though on graſſy couch I lie, 
I am guarded by my friends. 


Wand'ring tribes betray me not; 
Even Gipſies laugh at Kings: 
While the tenants of the cot 
Deem them coſtly, uſeleſs things ! 


Thus they reaſon—** Do the bees 
Lazy glutton drones expell? 
“ And are we leſs yiſe than theſe 
« Tiny guardians of the cell? 


% Do we toil while others reap ? 
«© Do we ftarve while others feaſt ? 
c Are we ſold and ſhorn like ſheep, 
% By the Deſpot and the Prieſt ? 


* Are we born for them alone? 

« If by Right Divine they rule, 
c Yonder idiot on a Throne, 

„ Reigns by Right Divine a Fool. 


6 Maſters of the puppet flow, 


Long they've made us dance at will; 
* Should we down the curtain throw, 


« Farewell to their magic ſkill. 


& Have 


(s) 


« Have the jugglers nerves more ſtrong ? 
„ Are their numbers more than our's ? 

% Nay, they could not triumph long, 
If depriv'd of borrow'd pow'rs. 


6% Should the Sans-Culottes come here, 
„We may gain, but cannot loſe ; 

© Freedom's friends we do not fear; 
« Tyrants only are our foes.” 


While I wander here unſeen, 
Fancy, with her magic wand, 

Conjures up the direful ſcene 
Paſling in a Siſter Land. 


Gallia ſtarts to mental view; 1 
(Ah ! her laurels reek with blood) 

Trampling on a reptile crew, 
Blaſters of the public good, 


Truth and Reaſon, rob'd in charms, 
Cheering like the morn, advance ; 


Freedom's trumpet ſounds to arms ! 
Slav'ry ſhrinks abaſh'd from France. 


Quaking, ſee the German Lords, 
Scourges of the human race, 
Pour on Gaul their ſavage hordes ! 
Ruin marks the backward chaſe, f 


Vaunted Miſtreſs of the Deep! 
Freedom—Liberty—thy boaſt ; 
Is thy Genius faſt aſleep? 
Is thy ancient ſpirit loſt ? 


Swelling 


(6) 


Swelling with infuriate rage, 
Haſt thou join'd the mad cruſade ? 
What could tempt thee war to wage ? 
Were thy reptiles, too, afraid? 


Yes! with guilt thy ſcourges ſtung, 
Seem to court a fim'lar fate; 

Loud the falſe alarm is rung, 
Crimps and Spies pervade the State. 


Juſtice flies the Judge's ſeat ; 
Innocence—no ſhield affords ; 
Should we dare our wrongs repeat, 


Truth is beaten down with ſwords. 
/ 


Commerce droops, and Trade declines, 
Mis'ry howls along tlie plain; 

Vice wild riots, Virtue pines; | 
Patriots drag the felon's chain— 


Witneſs, SkK1RvInG ! honeſt ſoul ! 
See his Babes, and loving Wife, 

Drinking deep of mis'ry's bowl, 
Ling'ring out a wretched life ! 


Mor! his drooping parents” pride, 
Injur'd Scotia's ſhining gem! 

Maxc'roT, who oppreſſion's tide, 
Brave, though vainly ſtrove to ſtem ! 


Worthy RALMER! though a Prieſt, 
Mind and body would unthrall ! 

GERALD ! ( laſt, though not the leaft;” 
Dauntleſs met a glorious fall ! 


Friends 


17) 


Friends of Man! for you I feel 
With the vileſt of the vile, 
Tortur'd in th' accurs'd Baſtille, . 
Doom'd to languiſh in exile. 


GERALD! who can ſpeak thy worth ? 
Phoenix of theſe daſtard Lands. 

Where's the courage of the North ? 
Where's the gen'rous Southern Bands? 


Can ye not a GERALD ſave ? 
GERALD /tarving can ye ſee? 
Who for you will danger brave? 
II lo will ſtrive to ſet you free? 


Water and three rolls per day, * 
Is the glowing Patriots fare! 
Inch by inch he rots away, 
Steam'd with health-devouring air, 


Britons, bluſh ! the tale is true; 
Britons, from your ſtupor, riſe ! 
Are not fetters forg'd for you, 
By the ſhameful ſacrifice ? 


What am I to him compar'd? q 
Dew drop to the orient ſun ; 

Gainſt me th' arm of pow'r was bar'd, 
Ere I had one trophy won. 


Ardent wiſhing Mankind's weal, a 
If a crime ye Britons judge, | 
Placemen's rage for this I feel— 


» Homeleſs, namel;s, friendleſs, tradge ! 


From 


(8) 


From my boſom-partner torn ; 
From my Children driven far ; 

Pegs * and CirizEx “* forlorn, 
Joyleſs wail o'er civil jar. 


C1T1zen'! dear hapleſs Child! 

Soon, alas! thou'rt forc'd to roam: 
Now thy Father is exil'd, 
Thou art left without a home 


Fond I hop'd, my efforts, join'd 
To thy Mother's virtuous care, 
Would have ſtor'd thy riſing mind 
With ideas free as air ; 


Mitres, crowns, and titled things, 
Early taught thee to deſpiſe ; - 
Nobleſt fame true merit brings, 
The good are great, the juſt are wiſe, 


Mem'ry's mirror holds to view 
Th' images which chain my heart: 


Innocence leave with you; 


Guilt—with thoſe who make us part. 


Muſt I no more remain your prop? 
No more your kind embraces meet ? 
Hark! ScoT1a calls, “ Theſe ravings drop 
« Gain Freedom, or a winding-ſheet ! ” 


% My Sons, beneath corruption's yoke, 


„ Enfeebled and degraded, groan ; 


% Rovse ! fav'rites, RoUsE ! the SPELL Is BROKE ! 


„Tux PROUD OPPRESSOR'S POW'R IS GONE.” 


: 3 MazxcARET and Citizzxn—Names of the Author's Children. 


song. 


SWINISH GRUNTINGS, 


DEDICATED TO 
rut MOST SUBLIME APOSTATE FROM THE CAUSES OF LIBERTY, 


EDMUND BURKE. 


Men are grunting, grov'ling Swine ! 
Exclaims the Prince of venal braggers : 

Then Swine are Men! the Herd rejoin; 
And, yelling, brandiſh Reaſon's Daggers. 


Tune Aagęy Lauder. 


Who would not join the cauſe, 
The cauſe of Reformation, 
Oppreſſion has o'erſpread our Herd, 
We groan beneath taxation. 
From Tyrant Boar to Butcher Pig, 
Each Driver is our ſervant; 
Though late with ſavage rage they ve grown 
Our perſecutors fervent. | 


CHORUS. 


Come Rouſe, ye ſlumb'ring Grunters, Rouſe ! 
Shake off inglorious ſlav ry; : 

Like Swine, aſſert your native rights, 
Make Drivers dread your bray'ry. 


* * — 


B What! 


(10 ) 


What ! ſhall a baſe, deceitful crew, 
Supported by our labours, 

Gainſay our wills—wage wicked war, 
With our good Apeiſi neighbours ? 

Forbid it, Heaven! forbid it, Earth! 
Ye Grunters brave, forbid it ! 

Nor let your haughty rulers tell, 
With your conſent they did it. 

Come rouſe, &c. 


From bloody fields our brethren's ghoſts, 
Starting in dread ſucceſſion, 
Their wounds diſplaying, fhriek aloud, 
« We've paid for our tranſgreſſion. 
© O! fheath the inſtruments of death, 
% Forbear the ſtrife inglorious, 
« Sweet Liberty inſpires the Apes, 
Their arms will ſhine victorious.“ 
Come rouſe, &c. 


Fanatic Hogs—tyrannic Bears, 
With all your ſervile legions, 
Come fraternize with honeſt Swine, 
Elſe fly to des'late regions. 
There, with the lordly beaſts of prey, 
The ſtrong the weak devouring, 
Exterminate your guilty race, 
The world's depray'd offscouring. 
Come rouſe, &c. 


Too long ſubmiſſive to 60 * 


We've crouch'd, oppreſs'd—degraded ; 


By foreign wolves our ſubſtance drain'd, 
Our ſwiniſh rights invaded; 


Out 


(11) 


Our butcher'd Friends, our ſtarving Pigs, 
O'erwhelm us in vexation ; 
While goading Boars and tithing Hogs 
Drive us to deſperation. 
Come rouſe, &c. 


To view our dear-bought rights o'erſtep'd 
By crazy * Capernonians, 

Our Patriots baniſh'd, dragg'd in chains, 
Alarms us + Grumbletonians. 

But rank unjuſt oppreſſive deeds, 
And fiery perſecution, 

Shall only haſten on the day, 
Of downright retribution, 

Come rouſe, & c. 


x 


See! Liberty and Virtue join, 
With 7uftice, Truth, and Reaſon, 
To lead ys on !—and ſhall we flinch, 
Though Drivers call out Treaſon ? 
No- ſnout and tail we'll firm unite 
— /*Gainſt each deſpotic faction; 
Succeſs will prove our cauſe is good, 
Should we burſt into aden. 


Come Rouſe, ye ſlum" ring Grunters, Rouſe ! 
Shake off inglorious flav'ry ; 

Like Swine ! afſert your native rights, 

* Make Drivers dread your brav ry. 


' Capernonians—Old crazy cruel ereatüres, who, by way of diſtinction 
upon particular occaſions, wear the hair and ſkins of other animals. 


+ Grumbletonians—For a definition of this word, apply ta the Lord 


Jubice Clerk of the Scotch Court of Juſticiary. 


B a THE 


( 12 ) 


THE IMPATIENT LOVER, 


A SIGH ACROSS THE HERRING-POND, 
A Family Piece, No. 1. 2 


* DEDICATED TO THE GREATEST PRODIGAL, 


Cour, lovely Bxunsy ! to my arms, 
Nor let thy Geordy languiſh; 

Haſte, with thy fancy-painted charms, 
Aſſuage thy lover's anguith ! 


Though long the truant I have play'd, 
From fair to fair one changing, 
And near as many Bucks have made 


All Windſor Park as range in; A 


. Twas but my Father's people's wives 
And mothers I gallanted :;— 
To beggars round the royal hives 
Small avoyrs muſt be granted! 


The Senate and my Sire declare, 

\ And Biſhops in-their ſermons, 
# The nobleſt of the Britiſh Fair 
4 Can be but drabs to Germans, 


613) 


The Fates —Oh! were they ſlaves of mine, 
I'd down to Scotland hie them 

Who dare detain my Nymph divine, 

And for High Treuen try them. 


No common flame the boſom fires 

Of my ſuperior doxy— 

What low-born beauty e'er aſpires 
Jo be a wife by proxy? 


The virtues of thy Father meek, 
Shine in his darling Jewel ; | 
Fame tells me thou art plump and ſleek, 


And fraught with Angly fuel. 


Thy hopes wound to the higheſt pitch, 
Impatient in thy wiſhes ; | 

Come, ſpring acroſs the briny ditch 
That would impede our bliſſes. 


Thy bed is made, thy dreſs prepar'd, 
Thy Lords and Ladies waiting; 
From poſt to poſt the royal guard 
Shall drive thee without baiting, 


Fly, Bxunsy, to my longing arms, 
Nor thus let Georby languiſh; 


_ Haſte, with thy fancy-painted charms, 
Aſſuage thy loyer's anguiſh, 


(4) 


THE RECONCILIA TON, 
On 
THE FIRST INTERVIEW AFTER BRUNSY'S ARRtVAB, 
A Family Piece, Ne. 11. 
DEDICATED TO THE GREATEST MISERS. 
Prodigal. 
Jur's come—ſhe's come my Brunsy's come! 

O Dady, Dady, Dady 


Vou muſt advance a princely ſum, 
Or elſe ſend back the Lady. 


* 
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The German Gentry, well you know, 
Poor as Church mice come over, a 
But fince they baniſh Britifhr woe, 


*Tis meet they live in clover. 


A million ſcarce will pay old ſcores; 
My income's been ſo narrow, 
\ I ne'er could yet ſupport my wh—s, 
How then maintain a marrow ? 


_ _ 
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Miſer. 
Peace, G xoxo, peace — peace, Georpy, peace 
My good—good— Nation Nation, 
Fleece, Georvpy, fleece — fleece, GeorDy, fleece d 
Fleece, fleece it, in rotation | 


Ls 


Prodigal. 
Think not, my Sire, that I'll forge 
Advice ſo much in ſeaſon ; 
But, in the mean time, pay my debt, 
> © Or charge my duns with Treaſon ; 


( 15 ) 


And keep the Habeas Corpus AR 
From time to time ſuſpended— * 

(O ſov'reign mode to ſtifle fact) 
Till once our reign has ended. 


Miſer. | 

Nay, Gronpy- thou muſt dupe the Jews; 
Dupe, dupe the Money-lenders ; 

Dupe, dupe the keepers of the fews— 
They'll prove thy ſtaunch defenders! 


Prodigal. 
Well, Dad, I'll ſtrive to do my beſt, 
And hope, with your aſſiſtance, 
Jo feather well my royal neſt, 
And keep the duns at diſtance. 


Debt never more ſhall make me grieve ; 
Though BiLLy ſeems to grudge it, 
He'll yet ſtand laughing in his ſleeve, 
And flip it in the Budget 


*Tis but an atom to the heap 
That loads St. Stephen's Table: 
We ſhall the yellow harveſt teap, 


So long as we are able. 


Miſer. 
Well, Gronpv, Gzony, I'm content 
Name but the ſum, I'll lend it; 
But firſt ſecure me cent. per cent. 


And to the Budget ſend it 


Prod. 


(16) 
Prodigal. 
Good morrow, Sire — more rogue than fool, 
Ev'n tho' you are my Father! 
Behind the curtain you can rule, 
At leaſi can money gather. 


—p 


AULD REIKIE'S CORPORATION POLITICS, 
OR 
THE SCOTCH METHOD OF PROCURING ADDRESSES. 
Praflized with ruccess *ſter the illegal dispersion of the British Convention. 
DEDICATED TO 


THE LORD PROVOST AND MAGISTRATES OF EDINBURGH. 


. Provoſt. Aovvpress us, pray, good Deacons, do ; 
Thank us well, and we'll thank you. 


Deacon Convener. My Lord, your wiſhes let us know, 
Like reeds with wind to you we'll bow. 


Provoſt. The Dean of Guild will give inſtructions; 
Deacons, bowing. This will regulate our productions. 


The copy given to all the Corporations, 
They fill'd the blanks with little variations, 
Return'd their thanks with formal deputations. 


The Provoſt Rroak'd his fur and in, 
To gormandize the ſots invited, _ 
(Which our good lieges much delighted} 

And then return'd them thanks again 


TREASON 


- 
+ 


17 


TREASON, OR NOT TREASON! 
DEDICATED 10 


THE MA FESTY OF THE PEOPLE. 


Alke depiſe the Pittite race, 5 
Who deem TON» Treaſon; 
And crafty Foxites out of place, 
Who call, Tig not the ſeaſon. p 
See Buber, No. II.—Vationa / Humbugs. 


Har! Sov! reign People! Parent Pow'r ! 
From due W ſwerving ! 
See! thoſe you've nurs d, your ſtrength devour, * 
And riot while you're ſtarving ! i 
> Theſe are the Traitors would o'erturn you, 
Would yet alive cut” up and burn you, 
Your bowels, recking red with blood, 
Daſh in your face, for public good!“ 


I grieve to ſee you ſore attack'd 
By reptile hordes rapacious, 
Whoſe dark deſigns are firmly back'd 
By parricides audacious. 
But will your Majeſty permit 
The legions of th' infernal Pin, 
And curs'd Dund-Cuddy's brutal train, | 
To blaſt the glories of your reign? - * 


Inſulted Sire! baſe ingrates ſhew 
Strong marks of your diſpleaſure ; - -' 
The baneful ſources of your woe, - + 
Mete them with their own meaſure. - 
C Their 
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(18) 
Their cauſes well and truly try ; 
Bribe neither Jury, Judge, nor Spy; 
The villains who employ ſuch engines, 
Deſerye the moſt tremendous — 


Alas how can they e' er atone 
For mis'ries on you hurry'd? | 
Could they call back the ſpirits gone, 
Revive the bodies bury'd— 

Heal up the bleeding wounds they've made! 
| Reſtore you plenty, peace, and trade, 
Their errors then you might forgive, 

* And bid them better ſubjeRts live. 


The miſchief-hatching imp of State, 
Who plans the bloody orders, 
Though ſnaky pow'r may ſhield his pate, 
He ſteals, he robs, he murders ! 
Around he fpreads War's waſting fires; 
Then with the plunder-load retires— 
Not leſs the guilt, though Senates vile 
Applaud the crimes, and ſhare the ſpoil. 


The Soldier bold, the Sailor brave, 
Forc'd to encounter dangers, 
Oft take the lives they wiſh to ſave— 
Pray, could you murder ſtrangers? 
Or, daring Heav'n, to death ruſh down, 
| To pleaſe a butcher with a crown ? 
O Man! in Man thy brother view, 
Nor in his blood thy hands embrue ! 


1e 


(19) ; 1 . 


Ye wicked Stateſmen ! guilty Priefts! 
Whoſe breath deals devaſtation— 
| Adjourn a little from your feaſts 
_ And ſhameful diſſipation. 

Traverſe yon fields beſtrew'd with gain ' 
Survey the blood-empurpled main ! | 
Hark! pains, wild ſhrieks, invade the ſkies! 
See! myriads fink, that you may riſe ! 


le, Go, trace the dwellings of the Poor, 

| Late happy in their ſtation : 

See, tatter'd ſtray, from door to door, 

Wives, Children, in ſtarvation !* 

Their bread you eat—their props you ſteal, 
Their mis'ry ſwells your ſumpt'ous meal! 
With ſcenes ſo fad if you're unmov'd, 
You may be fear'd, but can't be lov'd. 


Georce GUELPH the Third, to you I call! n 
Slight not advice in ſeaſon : 
Remember CHARLEY STUART's Fall 
Kings can commit High Treaſon | 
And, truſt me, Georce, a ſim'lar fate 
Will on a ſim'lar conduct wait; 
Bold Britiſh hearts you can't retain 
By muzzles, or oppreſſion's chain. 


See, Groxox, in terrible array, 
A Country's wrongs aſſemble ! 
Let Courtiers who on Monarchs prey, 
With guileful lips, diſſemble; 
2 Ca While 


ve Starvation— The Engliſh language was enriched with this word, dure 
ing the American War, by the difintereſted © Mr. Dunpas.” 


(20) 


While ILL who live by honeſt tail, 

Nor dread your frown, nor court your ſmile, 

Perhaps more anxious for your weal, - 

Ring in your ears A WARNING PEAL | 

Liſt to a fuff' ring People's cries— 

' Refign the ſword of terror: 

Spu rn evil Counſellors, Crimps, and Spies, 

Who lead you into error ! By 

Not all the fycophants at Court ; 
Can guard the land, the State ſupport ! 
The People can, and they alone— 
Their yore loſt, . or r is gone. 


Think not your People” now ſuſtain 
Oppreſſive mis'ries callous ; | 
Turn tells you, Sire, in language plain, 
Fair FREEDoM's Soxs are jealous : 
Alarm'd, they view their Rights invaded, 
Reſtraints increas'd, and Burdens added : 
Would you appeaſe a riſing ſtorm, 
Make Peace, and grant a juſt Reform. a 
Turn, Muſe! nor wander from thy theme; 
Thy Sov'reign is THE PEOPLE : 
Compare an Emperor to them— 
A puppet to a ſteeple! - . 
Of pow'r THE PEOPLE are + the ſource, - ' 
The fountain-head of human force ; 
Spurn'd by their Subjects, war Arg KIxcs, 
But uſeleſs, helpleſs, haughty things! 


Wake, 


ile, 


(21) 


Wake, flumb'ring Majeſty ! awake 
Rouſe up your drouſy ſenſes; 
One energetic effort make 
To build up FaEznom's fences, 
As ſtones danc'd to the Theban wall, 
Your friends will rally at your call. 7 
Hark ! Jus rie ſhouts by NaTuRE's voice, 
The igt to rule ſprings from your choice ! -* 


% Peace!” —cries a proud Ariſtocrat & 
„What! ſhall the Swinith Rabble, 
« Tradeſmen low-born, ſet up their chat, 
« Irt politics dare to dabble ? 
Hence! Let your loomsengroſs your cares; 
« You've nought to do with State affairs: 
« If you're with our wiſe rule diſpleas'd, 
Pack off—the land will be well eas'd! 


« ur Conſtitution is ſo pure, 
It cannot be made purer; 
6% ur lives and liberties ſecure, 
„% We cannot hold ſecurer: 
The rich alone the burdens bear, 
The poor folks pay no taxes here. 
«, Come, loyal Britons! drink and ſing, 
Damn Democrats! Gop ſave the King /" 


Ariſtocrats, I'll tarry here, 
Expoſing rank oppreſſion, 
Diſcharge the duties of my ſphere— 
Maintain, while I've poſſeſſion, 
That 


See ArrENDIX— The eloquent Speech of the Lord Juſtice Clerk, on the 
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Trial of Morton, &c, . 
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That each man ſhould have equal rights 
Who for his Country toils or fights ; 
If not, why does he fight or pay ? 

Let them do both who bear the ſway. 


Nay, more—Qur Fathers had no right 
With Tithe or Tax to load us, 
The burdens we ſhould render light, 
Nor let their follies goad us. ; 
If gen'ral will, if public good, 
Are by our Governors withſtood, 
We ſhould diſcard th' uſurping crew, 
Turn o'er a leaf, begin anew. 


Fates! bleſs the Monarch who maintains 
The duties of his ſtation ; 
With mercy, love, and juſtice, reigns, 
The father of the Nation; 
And ſhudders at the thought of War, 
And heals the wounds of civil jar, 
And ſpurns the venal from his Throne, 
And makes the injur'd's cauſe his own! 


Fates! blaſt the King whom War delights, 
Who hugs vile venal creatures, 
Who deems th' aſſerters of their rights, 
Seditious, wicked Traitors— 
His ſubjeQts ſtarves to pamper minions, 
And perſecutes for juſt opinions! 
That King no more deſerves a Crown ; 
 Hurl—hurl the ſanguine Tyrant down! 


Yes, 


(23) 
Yes, “ Swiniſh herd!“ I'm one of you! 
A plain well- meaning Weaver, 
Of knowledge ſmall, of talents few; 
Believe me, no deceiver— 
No public ſcourge, no idle drone, 
Who feeds on labours not his own ; 
The petty Tyrants of the North,” 
To do them juice, dragg'd me forth. 


By them traduc'd, by them belied, 
Unjuſtly charg'd with Treaſon, - 
Had I not fled, I might have died, 
Or languiſh'd, ſtarv'd in priſon. ®* 
- By lawleſs violence oppreſs'd, 
Where ſhall the injur'd be redreſs'd— 
When Pow'r's baſe minions, fir'd with fury, 
Are ſtern Accuſers, Judge and Jury? 


What can be done in ſuch a caſe? 
- Mean int'reſt ſays, © Knock under; 
« Kneel—kiſs the breech of knaves in place, 5 
« Their crimes praiſe loud as thunder.” 

No—crouch I won't ; I can't endure 
To ſee oppreſſors ride ſecure : ” 
Tho! quite unequal to the taſk, 
I'll ſtrive to tear the villains maſk. 


I lay no claim to ſapient lore, 
My teacher was my Mother; 
Plain Scotch I learn'd in days of yore, 
And language ken no other. 


enn see Arrz x01 x=Scotch Witneſſes, 
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stern Critics, carp not tho! you ſee 
The rules of art o'erſtep'd by me ; 

If you'll eclipſe me as a Weaver, 
PH own you tolerably clever. 


= Gowns for an Empreſs and a Queen 

| Were wove by my direction: 

Ev'n great DuxDas and Hopetoun Jean * 

Exclaim'd, O what perfection! 

But when the People's friend denounc'd, : 
The threats of Pow'r againſt me bounc'd; 
Friends, Wife, and Children, forc'd to leave! 
Gowns, waiſtcoats, ſhawls, no more 1 weave ' 


The loom with pleaſure I ſurvey'd, 
Improvements were my ſtudy ; 

(Be mine Induſtry's peaceful ſhade, 

Remote from Ruffians bloody.) | 
The War commenc'd, the loom ſtood ſtill, 
No trade throve but the trade to kill ! 
The honeſt lab'rers could 1 ſee 
Half- ſtarving round—yet ſilent be? 


The ſwindling ſyſtem to ſupport, 
Forth ſtept Aſſociations; 
The ſervile ſatellites of Court 
Knit cloſe in combinations, 
The faces of the Poor to grind, 
Enſlave the body, veil the mind, 
Like beaſts of burden make them Auge, | 
And ſcourge n 0 nme dare to grudge. 


Life's 


. ® Lady J. Horx 32 by Sir J. sine Lain, the beſt Spinner 
of Wool in Scotland—witneſs her gaining the Crook at the Sheep-Sheering | 
Feſtival held at Hopetoun Houſe. But, ſince her markiage to Mr, Dundas, 
to uſe the old phraſe, * She has got another tow in her roc. 
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Life's comforts riſing in the price, 
The price of labour falling, 
Meek Virtue cruſh'd by haughty Viee, 
The Church ſubmiſſion bawling ; ; 

With Rome's red Harlot join'd in league, 
In proſtitution and intrigue, 
And threat'ning with tenfold damnation 
The Advocates for Reformation. 


Let's tell a ſtory by the way + 
A tithe-devouring ſinner, 
Upon the King's ſolemn Faſt-day, 
(But, mark me, after dinner, 
And wat'ring well his clay with — ul 
This glutton—nay, this grave Divine, 
March'd to the pulpit with a ſermon 
Might e'en have charm'd the fooliſh German, 


Adown his caſſock ſtream'd the foam— 

While Freedom's Friends blackguarding= - 

To French, and Democrats at home, | 

Eternal pains awarding— 
A. Ploughman roſe, and ſhook his iſt, 
Exclaiming, ** Parſon ! Parſon ! liſt ! 
& Should c'er the French come to our aid, 
<« I'll tell them ev'ry werd you've ſaid.” 
The Parſon, trembling with diſmay, 
 Drawl'd out, © My. Brethern, let us pray 19 
D l A 55 Done 
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8 When Guilt drags Innocence in chains, 
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Another Mammon ſerving knave, + 
The poor man's ſcourge and terror, 
Thus bellow'd forth—** My Friends, I have 
„ Theſe twenty years preach'd error: 
* Rome's Church is not the Scarlet Whore, 

« The Pope's the Man of Sin no more; 
The Pope is now our good Ally, 
« At Rome the Britiſh ſtandards fly. 
« My Brethern, I will prove it clear— 
« The Man of Sin is RoBESPIERRE !” 


Thank Heaven | deluſion's pow'rs decline; 
King-Prieſt-craft, Superſtition, 
In melancholy mania pine, 
Faſt finking to perdition : 
Their vot'ries now, with dire diſmay, 
Set all their legions in array— 
Go, Friends of Man ! at Freedom's call, 
With Reaſon arm'd, attack them all!“ 


On VirrTvue's baſis bulwarks rear, 
TxrvTH's torches carry blazing, 
Make JusTict march with bold career, 
Corruption's fabrics razing: ( 
Spurn ſordid pleaſures—danger ſcorn ; ; 
Proceed like dauntleſs Freemen born; 
Smite Public Evil, branch and root; 
Plant-- plant the Tree that bears ſweet fruit. 


Tear out the tbngue that mute remains, 
Cut off the arm hangs neuter, 
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And threatens worſe in future. 


When 
; — Falkland, is Tie | 


(27) 
When Faction's poy'r ſpreads ruin round, 
Sure then 'tis time th” alarm to ſound; _ 
When o'er the land Oppreſſion hies, 
Sure, Britons | then tis time to riſe, 


Thro' ev'ry town, thro ev'ry ſtreet, 
Thro? village, hamlet, cottage, 
Blow up the flame of Freedom ſweet, - 
Rouſe manhood, youth, and dottage. _ 
Would Patriots, with-one heart, one hand, 
With one firm voice, their rights demand, 
The cauſe were gain'd, the work were done 
A bloodleſs, bliſsful vict'ry won. 
The tempeſt low'rs : Fly to your poſts, 
Yourſelves the State reforming ; 
Indignant, brave tyrannic hoſts, 
Abuſes ſternly ſtorming. 
Your boſoms, fir'd with ardent zeal 
For Mankind's good, for public weal, 
The great, the glorious work complete; 
Ages unborn will blefs the feat, 
While you the good effects will feel. 
Does not the proſpe& charm you? 
Say, would you love a better meal, 
A better fire to warm you? 
Leſs toil, a better coat to wear, 
And better drink your heart to cheer, 
Sweet LiBERTY the whole to crown; 
Reform abuſes, ALL's YOUR oN. 


Sire! one word more, and then we part— 
Now, once for all; determine 


Ta 
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To tear the vipers from your heart, 
And rid yourſelf of vermin ; 
Riſe to the Majeſty of Man, 
Enjoying all that mortal can— + 
Or live a wretch, and die a ſlave, 
Scourg'd from the cradle to the graye ! 


For me—unceaſfing war I'll wage 
With fell Oppreſſion's furies : 
Come, let us cram the Iron Cage * 

With cruel Scottifh Furies ; 
And put in fate. of requiſition 
The wicked Court of InquIsITION— 
Injuſtice, there, with ſavage paw, - 4 
Stamps HARRV's mandates sov'REICNW LAW |! 


Kind Reader, let me wiſper by the way— | 
Io do too much at one time is imprudent ; 
(This trick of Lawyers charms the novice ſtudent) 
*Tis fools make ſpeed when gaining by delay. 
Let's imitate fly Juſtice Eyre ; ; 
For mutual benefit, retire: _ N 
The Muſe, refreſh'd from twiſtings and 1 
May, like the Court, produce ſome great aBozT1oNs ! 


See Appendix, 
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{I As this little Publication may perhaps fall into the hands of ſome 
perſons whoſe minds are not wholly abſorbed in Politics, the fol- 
lowing two Pieces are inſerted in the Scottiſh dialect, for the ſake 
of variety, 
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ADDRESS TO' A LINNET 
THAT "CAME DOWN THE AUTHOR'S CHIMNEY. | 
Be't mine, or Bird, Beaſt, or Man, : 
To make as happy as I can. ES” - 
Poor Burdie! thou haſt tint thy way; 
Thy bonny wings o' filler gray, 


An' a' thy downy plumage gay, 
Are row'd in ſoot ; ; 


5 Waeſucks for thee my heart is wae, 


Thou'rt blin' to boot. 


But I fall clear thy cloated een, 
And dight thy clarty feathers clean, 
Syne tak thee to yon flowry green, 
An' let thee flee; 
The tunefu” tribe like ay, I ween, | 
Sweet Liberty ! 


T3 


Wee feckleſs thing ! what gart thee come, 0 

An' dander down my reeking lum? 8 N 
Did howlet, hawk, or glede, or ſome r 
| Blood-thirſty creature, 

Wi COA beek, and fleeter plume, 

Deem thee a TRAITOR 


or did the ſkinkling pamper'd cage, 
An' coſie bield, thy heart engage ? 
Gif ſae—become my fav'rite page, 
5 On dainties feaſt, 
In _ vent thy ranefu . 
Dame Nature's Prieſt, 
Thy 
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30 
Thy beating breaſt an' ſtarting ee, 
| Declare thou'rt greening to get free; 
99 Nae kindly offers made by me, 
5 Wins thy regard; ; 
1 1 winna gar thee penance dree, N 
110 My brither Bard. 


To fee thee wrang'd I wad be laith ; 
I keeped thee frae bairnies' ſkaith ; * ” 
Miſs Badrins, fir'd wi” greedy 'rath © . | 
An' heart ſae flinty, 
Wed, but for me, hae been thy death, | 
My bonny Linty ! 


Thy guileleſs breaſty difna ken 
What dangers wait the haunts o' men; 
Thou'll ſindle meet wi? ane in ten, : 
| I'm bauld to ſay't, 
Wad mak fic bick'ring but an' ben 10624 
| To ſave thy pate. 


W han thou regains the leafy ſprays, 
Contented chaunt thy canty lays ; 
O! ncer again, in ſimmer days, 


* Parade the town; 
Wr thy frieddy n 
a A lum flee down. 


"ow, clap thy wings an' flee wa; 
Ze ſure to tell thy comrades a', . 
Whan * an' __ are coor'd wi na, N 
An' icy rern 
They'll ge dt dy ae pick or twa 5H 
2 At JAMIE's os 
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BLYTHE-MEAT BREAD AND CHEESE, | 


Superſtition, Incantation; 

Moakiſh Spells, and Divination— 

Fly theſe Lands—nor longer bind | 

In gloomy chains the Free-born mind! 
Or, if you pleaſe, to Court repair 

The foes of Man are fav rites there! = 


Down Broughton Loan, the ither day, 
Whan dand'ring at my eaſe, 

Three winſome dames came up the way, 
Their pouches cram'd wi' cheeſe. 


They proffer'd me twa ſonſy lumps, 
Saying, ** Tak” thae, gin ye pleaſe— 

« O! dinna gloom, nor tak” the dumps, 
« Nor ſcorn the bread and cheeſe !” 


Explain, quoth I—“ We' re gaun, ye * 
This bairny to baptize ; 

A lucky man O may ye be 
„% Wha's got the bread and cheeſe ! 


Stop, ſtop, I cry'd, an' tell me mair— 
Syne rax'd.the queaus to ſeize: 

They leugh, an' ran--while, ferlying ſair, 
I held the bread and cheeſe. 


Nieſt meeting Kate, wha kens ilk fret 
Whilk thro” the kintra flees, 
I ſimply ſpeir'd gin ane might eat 
O' blythe-meat bread an' cheeſe. 
s | « Troth 
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& Troth no !—nae wooer i' the land 
« The firſt- fit preſent pries; 

© Nor witchcraft art, nor warlock's wand, 

Can vie wi' blythe-meat cheeſe. 


« Gin ye're a lucky man, the wean 
„ Will thrive by land or ſeas; 
* But gin a luckleſs wight, ye've ta'en 
Its fortune wi' the cheeſe. 


& Below the bowſter lay't at night— 
e Tho” ane for love maiſt dies, 

e They'll fin' a warl o' delight, | 
% Whan dreaming o'er the cheeſe.” 


I ſey'd the ploy—whan, ſtrange to tell 
My Lovs gied me a ſqueeze. ...... 

Now, pawky Reader, gueſs yerſel 
What happen'd o'er the cheeſe. 


Liberty Buildings, Spitalfields, 1798. 
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THE SECOND BUDGET WILL CONTAIN, 


1. Tux NaTIonar HuMBucs, dedicated to the Society 

| of the Friends of the People. 

2. Taz Count or Inqu1sIT1ON, dedicated to the Scotch 

Court of Juſticiary. 

3. The _ Srxxen of the Loxp JusTICE CTLERx, on 
the Trial of Mox rox and others for Sedition ; with 
a 1 fer the benefit of the Engliſh Reader. 
And, | 

4- An AxyenD1x, beinga ſhort Statement of the Author's 
Caſe of Perſecution; a Narative of the Treat- 
ment of the Scotch Witneſſes, on the late Trials 
for High Treaſon in Scotland ; and a Deſeription 
of the [ron Cape, in which RogERRT Orrock, one 
of the Witn was confined, &c. &c, 


With this BupcGeT will be publiſhed, 
A CARACATURE LIKENESS or THrE 
I. J. CAPERNONIAN, 
With the following Inſcription: 


Priſoner. My Lord, + did you lately dine 
With Rough-kood, that fworn to Swine ? 
L. J. Capernonian. Suppoſe I did, ſeditious finner! iy 
7 What is't to thee whar I tak" dinner ? K 
Priſoner, Did ſe, in conſultation, 
To add the Laſh to Tranf ion ? 
Did not a charming F fay, 
You durſt not thus the T play ? 


Did d would 
Ted And 2 5 \ 
To drown their murmurs in their blood ? 


The Tuftice irying mad with 
— canna thole — 
ESE 
:Chare'd = Ting, Kink) 
. 
Miſs Pult'ney,* bluſhing, held her noſe x 
The iſh Dutcheſs, with a roar 4 
Of laughter, cry'd, . Encore! Encore !“ 
The 7uftice, filthy, ill-bred brute, Y 
Beſmear'd, encor'd the vile ſalute ; 
Then 8 low to Grame, 


« John, John! wi' a yer pi | 
„ 
For troth, John, I've o'erſhot the mark l“ 


Ak Lady Bath (formerly Miſs Pulteney), the Dutcheſs of Gordon, 
— Gay (Lord ident of the Coll lien), ere few: Bone 
Krikine ( of the Faculty of Advocates), if they were not in Court whey 
a ſimilar was made by the backward wind-breakers of the Long 
veTics CTT And aſk them alſo, if he did not turn round to 
NT Lenny en Crunk and ſay, ** Hoot fye, John! ye 2 
i ac jobs, an' av ſtan' there an' ſart afors 

„n Ladies. a 
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